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Smeeth shot a glance at him over his glasses, then read
through the invoices.
"Please, Mr. Smeeth/' said Stanley, returning from the
private office, "Mr. Dersingham wants to see you."
And this was the second thing that happened that
morning, this little interview with Mr. Dersingham.
"What I feel, Smeeth," said Mr. Dersingham, after a
few preliminaries, "is that you've been doing your bit
for the firm, and the firm now ought to do its bit for you.
You've had a good deal of extra work lately, haven't you,
just as we all have?"
"I have, Mr. Dersingham. It's been a very busy time
for me—and I'm glad to say so, sir/'
"For me too, I can tell you. I've been putting my
back into it these last few weeks. Jolly heavy going, if
you ask me. Particularly this last week, with the big
drive—and it's not over yet, not by a long chalk it isn't.
However, what I wanted to say is this, you've stood by
the firm, done your best and all that, and now I propose
to give you a rise." He paused, and looked at his
employee.
"Thank you very much, sir," cried Mr. Smeeth, flush-
ing. "I didn't want to say anything just yet, knowing
how things have been, but Mr. Golspie did say some-
thing, just after he came—"
"Well, of course, this isn't Golspie's show at all, I
mean to say, he has his work here and, to a certain
extent, he's in charge, but whether you get a rise or not
or anybody else gets a rise or not has nothing to do with
him. It's my affair entirely."
"Quite so, Mr. Dersingham. I quite understand that/'
said Mr. Smeeth apologetically, though he was already
silently thanking Mr. Golspie for this.

